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"  Loveliness  was  around  her  as  light.   She  saw  the  youth 

"  and  loved  hini. 
"  Thou  hast  left  no  son ;  but  thy  name  shall  live  in  song. 
Narrow  is  thy  dwelling  now,  thou  who  wert  so  great 
"  before.'*  Ossian. 
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FROM  THE  LAMENT  OF  THE  EMERALD  ISLE. 


Poor  Leopold — ^tlie  orient  clay 

As  brightly  flames  o'er  Claremont's  height— 

And  its  last,  loveliest,  farewell  ray. 

On  Esher  casts  a  look  of  light.— 

But  Esher's  groves  are  sad  at  noon. 
Sweet  Claremont's  bowers  are  silent  now ; 
And  veil'd  in  clouds    th'  inconstant  Moon/' 
That  smiled  upon  thy  nuptial  vow! — 
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Weep  on— let  not  a  solace  rude 
Profane  thy  hallowed  solitude-— 
Weep  on — this  world's  no  world  to  thec^ 
Thou  art  alon^  with  Misery ! — 

Weep  on^ — she  cannot  hear  thee  weep— 
Thy  Lov'd  One  sleeps  the  dreamless  sleep  j 
Her  voice  is  hush'd— her  bosom  cold — 
Her  eye's  blue  lustre  clouded— 
And,  oh  God !  in  the  earth-worm's  slimy  fold 
Lies  her  youth,  in  its  loveliness  shrouded ! 

3l  Crown  was  her  birth-right — an  Empire  her  dower— 

The  Throne  and  the  Isle  of  the  Free— 
rhe  will  of  a  brave  people  worshipped  her  power- 
But  Royalty's  Sceptre — but  Chivalry's  Flower 
5way'd  not  the  heart  that  was  shrin'd  in  the  bower 
Of  a  blessed  seclusion  with  thee ! 

There  is  a  sad  heart-soothing  grief— 
When  woe  o'erflows,  it  weeps  reliefs 
And  makes  a  friend  of  mere  distress; 
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It  bends  in  fancy  o'er  the  grave — 
It  sees  the  funeral  poplars  wave. 

In  crowded  loneliness! — 
It  hears  a  voice  in  the  whirlwind  sigh. 
Sees  the  form  it  lov'd  in  the  speckless  sky. 
And  with  bodiless  visions,  and  fantasies  rude, 

Peoples  the  airy  solitude. 

Oh,  it  walked  with  thee  in  Windsor's  pile. 

As  Death's  pageant  mov'd  before  her. 
While  the  noblest  and  fairest  of  all  the  isle 
Waved  the  canopied  mockery  o'er  her— 
The  flowers  strew'd  her  bier. 
The  eye  of  Valour  rain'd  the  tear. 

Fast  as  Arabia's  tree— 
The  Organ's  requiem,  sweet  and  slow, 
RolVd  its  harmonious  pomp  of  woe 
O'er  her,  as  she  lay  in  death  below. 

Rebuking  all  their  pageantry. 
But,  by  thee  unheard  was  the  choral  hymn, 

Unmark'd  the  baimer'd  crowd. 
The  Temple's  midnight  day  was  dim. 
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Nor  eye  nor  thought 
Hadst  thou  for  aught, 
.   But  thy  Lov'd  One  in  her  shroud. 

Gaze,  ga2e  thy  last,  poor  Leopold! 

Her  smile  can  bless  thee  never — 
Her  cheek  is  pale-^her  young  heart  cold— 

The  heart  that  lov'd  thee — cold  for  ever ! 

Around  her  virgin  brow,  the  wreath 
Of  nuptial  bliss  for  thee  she  wove. 

And  o'er  that  brow  still  liv'd,  in  death. 
The  last  faint  farewell  look  of  Love — 

Oh !  may  that  look  a  Spirit  be. 

To  charm  away  thy  misery. 

But  lo— a  Wanderer,  far  away. 

Neglected  and  reviled — 
Yon  Exile  mourns  her  only  stay. 

Her  own,  her  darling  Child! — 
Mothers  of  England — when,  at  night, 

Upou  the  bended  knee, 
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Your  heart  invokes  a  God  of  Light— 

To  guard  your  children's  infancy — 
Oh !  spare  one  pitying  prayer  for  her. 
The  widow'd,  childless,  Royal  Wanderer! 

Her  Sire  in  a  foreign  land  was  laid. 
While  glory  mourn'd  her  Brother — 

Her  nuptial  wreath  just  bloom'd,  to  fade~ 
O'er  life's  sad  ruin  but  one  ray  stray 'd— 

Still,  still  she  was  a  Mother! 
And  tho'  a  Pilgrim,  and  alone. 
The  Heir,  and  Outcast,  of  a  Throne ! 
Lured  from  her  own,  her  native  home. 

The  home  of  early  life. 
And  doom'd  in  stranger  realms  to  roam, 

A  Widow !  yet  a  Wife ! 
Still  one  sweet  x^^ion  every  woe  beguiled— 
Still  Hope's  bright  Angel  pointed  to  her  Child. 

Departed  Spirit,  beam  thy  light 
On  thy  poor  Mother's  tears- 
Starless,  and  dreary,  is  the  night 
Of  her  declining  years— 
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See  her,  of  every  hope  bereft, 

Hov^  desolate — how  lone — 

All  that  hate  her  only  left. 

And  all  that  loved  her,  gone-— 
Friend,  Father,  Mother,  Brother  brave. 
Are  now  with  thee  in  the  silent  grave! 

Poor  Wanderer     in  thy  heart's  distress 

God  pity  thee ! 
How  rayless  is  thy  wretchedness! 
How  desolate  thy  royalty! 
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